This Man , Too, Died 
A Hero’s Death 

Patrolman J. D. Tippit, 39. 

Remember, too, this man. 

For he, like our martyred Presi- 
dent, died a hero’s death, each by 
the same hand. 

Both were young men, with young 
families. Both had much for which to 
live. But both knew what they were 
willing to die for, and both died in 
defense of that in which they believed 
and because of that in which they 
believed. 

President Kennedy never saw his 
slayer, felt only the impact of the 
bullet loosened by a hate-filled hand 
and mind. 

J. D. Tippit, for one brief instant 
did face his slayer. But just as re- 
morselessly, pitilessly, he was gunned 
down without chance to raise a hand 
in his own defense by one whose life 
was warped by hatred for the system 
which had reared and sheltered him. 


Looking back now one can realize 
that J. D. Tippit was among those 
who did not ask what his country 
could do for him. He had no police 
insurance, no Social Security, no sub- 
stantial salary upon which a base of 
savings could be built. 

But because he asked what he 
could do for his country — and did it 
down to that last full measure of de- 
votion— one may be sure that his 
country and his countrymen will, in 
the days ahead, do for him in a way 
of substantial contributions so that 
his widow and his three children 
shall not want or lack— now or for 
so long as any of them may live. 



